They are planted and preserved as carefully as wo
plant an orchard or a vineyard. Once in so many
years, perhaps five or six, the copse is cut and
every twig is saved; it is a woodland harvest that
in our own country is gathered in the forest itself.
The. larger poles are tied up in bundles and Hold
for hoop-poles ; the fine branches and shoots are
made into brooms in the neighboring cottages and
hamlets, or nsed as material for thatching. The
refuse is used as wood.

About eight o'clock in the evening I sallied
forth, taking my way over the ground 1 had ex-
plored a few hours before. The gloaming, which
tit tliis season lasts till after ten o'clock, dragged
its slow length along. Nine o'clock came, and,
though my ear was attuned, the songster was tardy.
I hovered about the copses and hedge-rows like one
meditating some dark deed; I lingered in a grove
mid about an overgrown garden and a neglected
orchard; I nut on stiles and leaned on wickets,
menially speeding the darkness that should bring
my singer out, The weather was damp and chilly,
and the tryst grew tiresome. 1 had brought a rub-
ber water-proof, but not an overcoat. Lining the
back of the rubber with a newspaper, I wrapped it
about me and nut down, determined to lay siege to
my bird. A footpath that ran along the fields and
bushes on the other side of the little valley showed
every few mmutea a woman or girl, or boy or la*le and productive part of the farm.
